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A Priest Should Not — 
Kear Lay Aposties 


By Catherine de Hueck 


Dear Friend, once before I spoke to you about being 
afraid of the laity. I want to go into that subject further, 
because, like many other painful and difficult points of 
priestly life, this one will enter yours soon after your 


ordination. It will be well therefore if you give 


thought and prayer—NOW. 


it both 


It is of special apostolic souls among us, the laity, 
that I want to talk to you. For there are such everywhere 
these strange days, almost in every parish. It seems as if 
the Holy Ghost, Spirit of Wisdom, Giver of vocations, has 
dropped His all consuming fire of Love into certain souls 
and bade them arise and till that portion of the Lord’s 
Vineyard known as the Lay Apostolate. 


Especially noticeable be- 
came that call after 
when one of the first letters 
on Catholic Action came 
forth from the pope. True, it 
was addressed to a group of 
bishops, but it seems that 
the Holy Ghost made it His 
business to spread its sug- 
gestions to the souls of many 
lay folks. 
The Laity Awake 

For, from the four corners 
of the earth, arose men and 
women whose names have 
become familiar in the Lay 
Apostolates of our days. 
Duffy of Ireland and the 
Legion of Mary. Dorothy Day 
of the Catholic Worker. The 
Ladies of the Grail in Hol- 
land. Mounier of “L’Esprit” 
and Paris. Foulliot of the 
same city and the Compan- 
ions of St. Francis. Hundreds 
of lay leaders of the JOC 
Movement, that also took on 
a new life in those days. And 
many others too numerous 
to mention here. 

Yet, were you to talk to 
any of those, including the 
many lay children of Mon- 
signor Cardijn, the saintly 
founder of the JOC, and ask 
what was, and is, their 
heaviest cross . . . their bit- 
terest cup .. . their gravest 
temptation . . . they would 
answer it was, and is, the 
fear they met, and meet, in 
the majority of the clergy. 
A fear, it seems, of the very 
things that made them 
Apostles of the market place 
.. . of their enthusiasm for 
God and the things of God 


.. of their love of Holy 
Poverty . . . of hunger for 
justice ... of their burning 


zeal for their Father’s House 


.of all their apostolic 
endeavors. 

Because they dared to be 
different . . . tried desperate- 


ly to become integral Catho- 
lics . . . to live the Gospels 
of Christ . . . to restore the 
world to Him. To bind the 
wounds of the Mystical Body 
(alas so deep and so many!) 
without red tape and in an 
original manner _ the 
were suspected, discredited, 
questioned, and often even 
persecuted by those of whom 
they expected the greatest 
support. 

And all this apparently 
happened because of that 
strange, incomprehensible 
fear that seemed to fill the 
hearts of priests. A fear born, 
undoubtedly, of suspicion. 


1925, | 





Y|still a layman, 





ee 


Our Participation 

True it will be of your 
future ministry to check and 
weigh, to supervise and 
counsel, to direct with a firm 
and kindly hand, all our Lay 
Apostolates. Without . such 
direction they will not only 
be utterly sterile, they will 
be worse ... unpleasing to 
God ...and perhaps a source 
of grave sin to us. For clear 
and unmistakable is the 
definition of the Lay Aposto- 


llate of Catholic Action. It 


reads: “CATHOLIC ACTION 
IS THE PARTICIPATION 
OF THE LAITY IN THE 
APOSTOLATE OF THE 
HIERARCHY.” You, the 
future priest, are a repre- 
sentative of the Hierarchy, 
and hence of Christ Himself, 
to us. 

True also, there are among 
us, some, who, carried away 
by a glimpse of the beauty 
of the City of God (that 
could take shape even on 
this earth if it were all 
Christ’s), and impatient for 
its achievement, rashly enter 
the forbidden paths of self- 
direction, disobedience and 
even heresy; not compre- 


hending, poor souls, that by 


doing so they themselves 
destroy ul possibilities of 
that holy vision’s coming 


true. 

But, these headstrong and 
impatient ones are few. They 
are easy to discever, and to 
weed out. Don’t, on their in- 
finitesmally small account be 
ever afraid of the rest of us. 
The average lay apostle is an 
earnest and obedient worker, 
whose .outstanding charac- 
teristic is a burning love for 
priests, and an ever growing 
hunger for their advice, sup- 
port, understanding and 
guidance. The very essence 
of these souls, wno are really 
in love with God, is the spirit 
of utter, childlike obedience 
to the saintly authority God 
has placed over them in the 
persons of their priests. 

Try It Yourself 

Try now, while you are 
to imagine 
the utter desolation, the pro- 
found loneliness, and the 
complete bewilderment, of a 
young, apostolic soul, who, 
having prayed, fasted, taken 
advice from its spiritual 
director, and received the 
gracious interest and permis- 
sions from the bishop of its 
diocese, has started on its 
particular form of Lay Apos- 
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tolate only to find suspicion, 
indifference, or even .direct 
opposition! The darkness 
that envelopes that soul is 
beyond human_ expression. 
Yet so strong is this strange 
new vocation of the Lay 
Apostolate within it, that it 
cannot surrender. 

Days follow days, merging 
into months and years... 
and still the suspicion of 
those whom its soul loves 
above all, plague,every mom- 
ent of its life. Heroic virtue 
is nedeed to keep on! Heroic 
virtue HAS been exhibited 
by many. But how many 
others have fallen by the 
wayside! And how many 
have died a thousand ‘tor- 
turous deaths under the lash 
of that opposition .’. . as in- 
comprehensible, as it is be- 
wildering! ! ! 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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Among The | 
Lonely Hills 


W. C. Dwyer ~ 


Often as the shadows 
lengthen, and twilight creeps 
in at my window a feeling of 
sadness comes over me. — 

You might say that it is 
the running out of the sands 
of time, or the waning of the 
activities of the day, or both, 
that bring the void into my 
heart. 

To be frank, I must: con- 
fess, that, to witness the 
dying of the day, for me, is 
. have a dread of becoming 
old. 











Age In Spirit 

I do not fear grey hairs, 
wrinkled face, or faltering 
step. But I have at such 
times, a strong aversion to 
the hobbling of old age into 
my spirit. To become old in 
outlook, senile in thought 
and action, to me, would be 
the worst misfortune that 
could come to anyone. It 
would certainly make these 
lonely hills, here, more 


sombre still and insurmount- 
(Continued on ae Three) 
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Our Lady of Fatima 
Comes to Combermere 


The story of Our Lady’s 
to Combermere last month in 
ren of the parish school; anc 
was the first time it. had been 


apparition at Fatima came 
a play enacted by the child- 
i, strange as it may seem, it 
told to many in the audience. 


During the weeks of rehearsing some rumors had gone 
around and about. It appeared that the Catholic kids were 


going to do a play about a 


Turkish girl named Fatima; 


only she wasn’t a Turkish girl, and you didn’t pronounce 


the name like the cigarette. Y 


ou pronounced it on the first 


syllable. Fat. The Lady of Fatima. Something like that. 


And it was supposed to be rel 
about the Virgin. 

So, when the _ curtain 
finally was drawn aside and 
the play began, the church 
hall was crammed with men, 
women, and children, Cath- 
olice and non-Catholic; and 
there were more automobiles 
outside the hall than any one 
had ever seen before at any 
parish event. 

Bad Night—Good Play 

It was a bad night, a soft 
night, a night that .threat- 
ened more rain. The roads 
were covered with ice that 
melted and froze again, and 
then thawed in the wrong 
places. The driver who went 
more than a mile without 
skidding, or without having 
his car turned violently a- 
round, considered himself a 
most skillful chauffeur. Yet, 
in spite of all this, there 


those 
the 


and there were all 
hundreds, of people 
hall. 

The story was simply told 
on the little stage. It began 
at the beginning, with the 
coming of the Angel of 


in 


children. Margaret Holly 
was the angel. Joe and Lucy 
Marquardt, brother and 
sister, were Francisco and 
Bernardette Past- 
way played Lucia, and on 
her young. Shoulders hung 
the most responsibility for 
the proper presentation of 
the story. 
; She Had To Study 

Bernadette, who is 12, had 
to learn, and 'to remember, 
most of the lines written in 
the script. It was she and 
only she who talked to Our 
Lady, played by our lovely 
Rita Perrier. It was she, and 
only she, to whom Our Lady 
spoke. It was she, therefore, 
who had to make known to 
the world all that Our Lady 
wanted done—the building 
of a chapel, the consecration 
of Russia to‘yher Immaculate 
Heart, the institution of the 
Five First Saturday devo- 
tions, and the spread of 
prayer and penance among 
her children, especially the 
praying of the Rosary. 

Miss Perrier, shining in 
one of the most beautiful 
costumes ever contrived by 
patient nuns, never said a 
word aloud. She appeared 
suddenly, half a dozen times. 
Her lips moved. Her hands 
moved. She nodded her head 








‘lor shook it from side to side. 
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igious. It was ‘supposed to be 


Now and then she bowed, as 
though to signify she had 
granted a favor. And now 
and then she smiled gently, 
just before she vanished. 
Hence some scenes were 
monologues for young Miss 
Pastway. 

Who Cares About Roads? 

It took two hours or so to 
tell the story; but most 
everybody remained in his 
seat until the last detail of 
the drama was unfolded — 
including even those caut- 
ious drivers who wanted to 
get going homeward before 
the roads became impassable. 

If the play dragged — as 
some of the nuns thought it 
might — few people felt it. 
For most everyone in the 
audience the story was fas- 
cinating, entrancing, and 
astonishingly new. 

That’s the startling part 
of it — that it. should still 
be new, that, after thirty 
years and more, the miracle 
and the message of Fatima 
should still be fresh and 
startling! 

Yet how many millions 


still have heard not one word 
of it! 
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Coming Home 
By Father James E. Smith 


I have come here from Thy vine- 
yards, 

Come here Lord 
Thee, 

On the road that leads to Heaven, 

On Thy road, Via Coeli. 


to walk with 


I have tilled soils unresponsive, 
Brought them into richest yields; 
Barren spots I have converted 
To productive, fertile fields. 


From my flocks the sheep un- 
guided 

Into darkness sometimes strayed— 

These I looked for, sought, and 
followed, 

And for these I wept and prayed. 


Tired, worn out, near exhaustion 

From my labors through the 
years, 

For the flocks to me entrusted, 

Now I come as ending nears. 


Here to Thee, dear Lord, my 


’ coming 
“ Is to be with Thee ana rest; 
I have come ‘to be Thy servant, 
Bringing Thee my last, my best. 


Take me, Lord, into Thy kingdom 
When my course down here is run. 
Say to me, O dearest Jesus, 

Come to Me, My priest, My son. 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 






HOW GOOD IT IS FOR BRETHREN TO 
DWELL TOGETHER IN CHARITY AND UNITY... 
is the thought-of every monk and nun, as they daily 
' behold, anew, their shining vocation of the Religious 
Life, which indeed makes “brethren” out of total 
strangers of yesterday, who today have come to be 
part and parcel of their Community. 












The same should apply to every Catholic Parish. 
For aren’t we all “BRETHREN OF UNE ANOTHER 
AND OF CHRIST ... AND THUS CHILDREN OF 
OUR FATHER WHO ART IN HEAVEN,” represented 
to us, here on earth, by the parish priest, head of our 
parish, and our spiritual father? All this through the 
stupendous Mystery of God’s love for us, via the In- 
carnation and Redemption of our Lord Jesus Christ! 











Yet how tragically far is the average parish 
from that goal of unity in love... in God! 





One of the sharpest knives that cut the bond 
of that unity, that supernatural love that unites all 
who break BREAD AT THE TABLE OF CHRIST in 
frequent Communion and,.who kneel beneath HIS 
CROSS TO BE WASHED CLEAN OF SIN BY HIS 
.}| PRECIOUS BLOOD in the Sacrament of Penance . 

» is GOSSIP. 







Gossip .. . just a series of iittle words, spoken 
thoughtlessly, perhaps, because there was nothing 
else to say at the moment... or because someone 
wanted, for a second or two, to bask in the full 
attention of an audience, or to startle a friend, or 
maybe just to amuse him. 


A little word .. . or two. A little pebble or two. 
Dropped into the big sea of human relations. Making 
eddies all their own, with widening ripples never 
dreamed of, by those who spoke those few words... 
threw those few pebbles. 


How far can a ripple reach? How cruelly can 
a word hurt? What damage can a pebble do? A word 
can drown a reputation. A pebble, even inaccurately 
aimed, can kill a human soul. 


A few little words, spoken in malice or in fun, 
from boredom, or from human weakness... can create 
anger, sorrow, desire for retaliation, and even murder. 
They do breed sins. 


And sins crucify Christ anew. Who wants to be 
guilty of such a horrible deed? Why must we be so 
blind that we do not see that words are messengers 
of our soul, that they should express only love, kind- 
ness, and charity... that they should be spoken only: 
to heal, to help, to console, and to bring joy? 


! 
! 
t 
{ 


THE WORD TOOK FLESH AND DWELT 
AMONG US. Let us remember that. Let OUR words 
also take flesh, His flesh of love and unity, so that 
those outside the Church may see, and seeing, exclaim: 
“Sils HOW THESE CHRISTIANS LOVE ONE AN- 
OTHER”... and having seen and spoken, be so taken 
up with this visible love and unity as to wish to join 

“us... to become the Children of Truth and Light that 
every Catholic is by Baptism and should be by his life. 


Let us implore then, Christ the Lord, to give 
us understanding, that words, even as we ourselves, 
are His servants ... and must depart from us only in 
His service. So that someday ... members of every 
Catholic Parish may dwell in the g*torious pnity and 
charity of heaven with all their brethren. 

















There is something heart-: 
ening in Christmas wrapping 
paper, in the reds and greens 
and golds, in the pictured 
holly and mistletoe, in the 
gorgeous and shining ribbons 
with which the parcels are 
tied — what beautiful knots 
one sees at Christmas time! 
—and in the stickers and 
seals that add a. note of 
cheer to all the beauty of 
wrapping and cord, and all 
the mystery of the gifts. 

Along about the end of the 
year, along about the time 
the Christmas parcels start 
pouring into Madonna 
House, along about ankle 
deep in December, one’s 
grouches and convictions of 
sin and error, one’s cynicism, 
and one’s distrust of his 
Catholic brethren, begin to 
mature, begin to calcify. 

And Then — Bluey! 

Then one gets to thinking 
of the parcels — and to hope 
again. One gets strength to 
go through another year of 
listening to questions from 
Catholics — especially from 
Catholics who have been go- 
ing to church every Sunday 
for fifty years or moré. One 
gets the grace to carry on 
the task of answering those 
questions — or trying to — 
for another year. 

There is an old Russian 
saying: “when the frost 
comes, the forest dreams.” 

I may rewrite it thus: 
“when the parcels come, a 
writer metitates on knowl- 
edge and on love.” ; 

The years are desolate to 
one engaged in Catholic 
Action, because so many 
Catholics, young and midle- 
aged and old, betray so little 
knowledge of their faith. One 
cannot escape the feeling 
that teachers of religion have 
failed, failed dismally; and 
that the world is going 
straight to hell because of 
this failure. One cannot help 
blaming all the ills of our 
times on the fact that so 
many millions of good Ca- 
tholics are ignorant of the 
teachings of their church, 
inarticulate about its doct- 
rines, and _ indisposed to 
argue any point of religion 
with non-Catholics. 

A Catholic Woman 

One remembers, with resi- 
duals of incredulity born of 
the moment, a question ask- 
ed, in church, by a woman 
who had never missed Mass 
in half a century of Sundays, 
who never ate meat on Fri- 
day—except when Christmas 
fell on that day — and who 
went to Confession and Com- 
munion every other week. 

“What,” she asked, half in 
whisper, and half in shout, 
“what, exactly, is that box 
on the altar?” 

“What box?” someone in- 
quired, looking at the altar 
with suspicious eyes and see- 
ing no box at all. : 

“The one in the center of 
the altar,” said the woman. 
“T have seen the priest open 
it sometimes at Mass or 
Benediction, and close it up 
again. But, what, exactly, is 
a What do you keep in 
i | 

It took one a long time to 
realize that this very nice 
woman, this thorough Ca- 
tholic, was asking, earnestly, 
in good faith, and out of the 
unplumbed depths of her 
ignorance, a question about 
the Tabernacle. 

And Catholic Kids 

Well... one had to adjust 
himself mentally to face the 
truth . .. kids just out of 
Catholic high schools and 
colleges asked questions that 
did them and their teachers 








s!as little credit as this one 
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FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 











about the “box.” 

All year round, at the 
Summer School of Catholic 
Action held at this Madonna 
House, boys and girls and 
men and women gave sad 
indications of their grasp on 
Catholic doctrine. 

All year round, one listen- 
ing to these questions won- 
dered more and more about 
the teachers of religion, their 
methods, their purposes, 


‘| their terrible responsibilities, 


their astounding failures. 


All year round the tempta- 
tion to despair of ever teach- 
ing Catholics to know their 
religion, as least as well as 
communists know their ir- 
religion, grew greater and 
greater. 

And Catholic Gifts 

So, ankle deep in Decem- 
ber, facing the prospect of 
another year of ignorant 
Catholic devotees, the milk 
of charity getting sour and 
more sour, one happens to 
see the boxes and crates and 
cartons taken from the 
truck, and chances to note 
the wonders they contain. 


One looks at the paper and 
the ribbon and the cord and 
the fat Santa Claus seals, or 
the lean St. Anthony stick- 
ers, and forgets there is 
ignorance in the world. 











One realizes there is love, 
love of God and love of 
neighbor, a great love that 
more than compensates for 
all the lack of doctrine and 
dogma, perhaps — for what 
would knowledge of God be 
without love? 


Surely there must have 
been great love for God and 
neighbor in the women who 
wrapped those parcels so 
carefully, with such a fine 
regard for color and such. a 
nice regard for beautiful silk 
ribbons or shiny,cords. 

And Catholic: Love 

One looks at the love pour- 
ing out of those boxes and 
bales and crates; and he can 
go another year, or even two, 
listening to all the stupid 
questions Catholics can ask. 
He can go another year or 
two because he knows that 
where there is love, real love, 
knowledge can take root and 
grow. 

That is what the Chirst- 
mas parcels say. “If one 
would teach religion, one 
must first teach love; one 
can sow knowledge only in 
a soil love has prepared.” 

Where there is love, no one 
need despair for the welfare 
of the world. Where there is 
no love, it must be imparted 
—if that is possible. 

To teach love, one has tc 
admit, even against his will, 
one must, himself, love those 
he hopes to teach. Therefore 
he must have patience, even 
when questions stun or in- 
furiate him. He must re- 
member that love without 
knowledge is to be preferred 
to knowledge without love. 

Lack of love—that is a fish 
that, no matter how you 
cook it, still smells of fish. It 
is easier to mend the ignor- 
ance of lovers than to im- 
part love'to the loveless. ' 
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The B’s Corner | 


In answer to an ever-grow- 
ing stream of letters, and 
personal requests expressed 
during my lecture tours, I 
started to give a list of books, 
that has helped me in our 
apostolate of Friendship 
House, and also many others 
who have gone through it. 

In the last issue of Restor- 
ation there was not enough 
room in my column to print 
them all, so we _ continue 
them in this issue, with the 
hope that they may help 
some of our good friends 
who have arisen in the search 
of God and the things of God. 
Catholic Social Action—J. F. 

Cronin, Bruce. 

A Christian in Revolt—J.F.T. 
Price, Bruce. 

Christianity in the Market 
Place — De La Bedoyere, 
Bruce. 

The Formation of a ‘Lay 
Apostle—F. Wendel, O.P., 








pub. Third Order of St. 
Dominic, N.Y. 

France Alive — Bishop, Mc- 
Mullen Co. 


House of Hospitality—Doro- 
thy Day, Sheed & Ward. 
From Union Square to Rome 
—Dorothy Day, Sheed & 

Ward. 

The Lay Apostolate—Rev. J. 
Harbrecher, B. Herder Co. 

The Layman’s Call — Wm. 
O’Connor, Kennedy & Sons 

A Manual of CA — Civardi, 
Shed & Ward 

No Dreamers Weak — De La 
Bedoyere, Bruce. 

Priest Workman in Germany 
—Henri Perrin, Sheed & 
Ward. 

Souls at Stake — Rev. F. J. 
Ripley, Mitchell Pub. Co. 

The Technique of a CA Cell 
—Rev. Stephen Andrei, St. 
Rose Convent, LaCrosse, 
Wisc., Pub. 

Training Lay Leaders — 
Geissler, Fides Press, Mon- 
treal. 

Restoring All Things—-Fitz- 
simmon & McGuire, Skeed 
& Ward. 

SOCIAL RECONSTRUCTION — 
POLITICAL AND ECONOMIC 
APOSTOLATES 
Christ and the Worker — 
gage B. James, Sand & 

O. 

ENCYCLICALS: POPE LEO XIII 

1. Inscrutabili Evils of 
Society. 

2. Quod Apostolici Muneris— 
The Socialists. 

3. Arcanum— Christian Mar- 
riage. 

4. Diuturnum — Civil Gov- 
ernment. 

5. Immortale Dei—Christian 
Constitution of States. 

6. In Plurimus — Abolition 

7 

8 


of African Slavery. 

. Libertas Human—Human 
Liberty. ; 

. Sapientia Christianae — 
Chief Duties of a Christian 
Citizen. 

9. Rerum Novarum — The 
Condition of the Working- 
man. 

10. Lactitia Sancas — Rosary 
and the Social Question. 
1t1. Annum Sacrum — Con- 
secration of Mankind to 

the Sacred Heart. 

12. Graces de Communi — 
Christian Popular Action 
POPE PIUS XI 
. Ubi Arcane — Peace in the 

Reign of Christ 

. Quas Primas — The King- 
ship of Christ. 

. Rite Expiatis — St. Francis 
Herald of the Great King. 

. Mens Nostra — Value of 
the Retreat Movement. 

. Rappresentanti in Terra— 
Christian Education of 

Youth 

6. Casti Connubi — Christian 
Marriage of Our Days 

7. Quadragesimo Anno — 
Restoring the Christian 
Social Order 
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A Happy and Holy New 
Year to you, dear friends. I 
know it will be, for it is 
officialy A HOLY YEAR in- 
deed. 

I know that you are all 
anxious to hear about THE 
PARTY. For it is really 
YOUR party, not Madonna 
House’s. We are but your 
kind, generous, and charit- 
able hands. For it is you, and 
only you, dear _ readers, 
friends, and_ benefactors, 
who make our joyous Christ- 
mas possible. God love you 
and bless you. Believe me, we 
most assuredly do! 

The party for our own 
Catholic children of Comber- 
mere and our Sacred Heart 
parish, was held on Wednes- 
day, December 28th, at 2.30 
p.m. That morning Phil 
Larkin, of whom you have 
read before (he was at our 
Summer School last year 
and he came all the way from 
St. Francis Xavier Univer- 
sity at Antigonish, Nova 
Scotia to spend Christmas 
with us), Rita Perrier, who 
helps us so much, and I— 
we three went to clean the 
parish hall where the party 
was to be held, light the fires, 
and decorate the place. 

Oa The Staff 

This year we placed the 
Crib on the stage, against a 
background of fresh green 
fir trees, laden with the 
many gay and lovely decor- 
ations you sent us. Then we 
placed the presents, all tied 
in red tissue paper, with 


many wonderful multicolor-|. . 


ed seals, so that they came 
from the Crib. For hadn’t 
the Christ Child sent them 
to us, through you? 

The sides of the stage 
were bedecked with tinsel, 
and shone glitteringly and 
beautifully. One wall was 
just tables, laden with cook- 
ies baked by the mothers, 
and with candies. The smell 
of cocoa was warm and 
appetizing. 

Long before 2.30 the child- 
ren started to gather. Many 
came with their parents. 
Soon the hall was filled. 
Christmas carols’ greeted 
them. Games were played. 
Then Eddie, my husband, 
played Santa (a _ natural 
role). Phil helped him . 
and I? I looked at the sea of 
upturned childish faces, fill- 
ed with happiness, expecta- 
tion, and anticipation. They 
were so beautiful that tears 
came to my eyes... you see, 
I love these children... . 
everyone of them...so much 
that I instantly shed all the 
weariness of the last month, 
the load that had grown 
slowly more and more heavy 
in the preparation for the 
Holy Day! 

If you had seen those 
lovely faces, you too would 
have felt as happy as I did. 
Their joy fills you to over- 
flowing, makes you young 
and happy again. It certain- 
ly does. And it frees you, 
somehow, of all your amassed 
fatigue! 

So again, I thank you for 
their joy. For my happiness. 
God bless you . . . God bless 
you one and all! 

Outside Our Parish 

Toys went also to the 
adjacent parishes of Mada- 
waska, Half-Way, Whitney, 
and Ragland. Toys, clothing 
and candies. All together the 
children number around five 
hundred. Yes . . . God bless 
you again five hundred 
times. 

I-had a letter recently from 
a friend, who was a wee bit 
worried about a parcel she 
sent, and which we had not 
yet acknowledged. An un- 
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derstandable worry, and yet 
in most cases a useless one. 
Because this happens often, 
I thought I'd give you a 
picture of what happens to 
a parcel that reaches any of 
the six Friendship Houses, 
in the U.S.A. and Canada. 

When the parcel arrives it 
is‘carefully opened, and the 
address of the sender is cut 
off its top. Contents are 
noted and marked. Then the 
parcel is sorted out. Clothing 
goes to the clothing room, 
books into the various librar- 
ies, miscellaneous articles to 
the various places assigned 
to them. 


In the meantime the name, 
address, and contents of the 





parcels are. tidily entered 
\into a big book called THE 
'DONATION BOOK. (Thanks 
ibe to God it has to be big, 
jour friends are so generous.) 
|As soon as every one of us 
of the Staff has a_ spare 
moment, she rushes to the 
Donation Book and writes 
“thank-you” postcards. If a 
letter accompanies the par- 
cel, I, or any of the direct- 
ors, answer it personally. 
Thus it was planned. Thus 
it is usually carried out. 
Excuse It Please 

‘BUT... there is always a 
but ... at certain seasons, 
the parcels literally pour into 
FH. We thank God for that. 
Only the entering, and the 
thanking, alas, suffer delays 
... unavoidable ones, because 
we are always short-handed. 
Sometimes, believe it, or not 
. we do not get around to 
thanking our benefactors for 
the Christmas gifts, till way 
into March. 

So, if your parcel has not 
yet been acknowledged, 
please do not worry ... it 
will be . . . for we have St. 
Raphael and Blessed Martin 
De Porres on the job of look- 
ing after the safe arrival of 
every big and little parcel... 
and they never failed us yet. 
It is human nature that 
fails. I thought you would 
like to know how it was with 
parcels at all the Friendship 
Houses, including Madonna 
House. 


Ang... 00... Ged 
bless you and thank you! 
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A PRIEST SHOULD NOT 
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What should YOU be a- 
fraid of, when YOU become 
a priest? No true Lay Apos- 
tle wants to “run” your 
parish. No one wants to 
meddle in the things that 
do not pertain to the Lay 
Apostolate. Are you afraid 
that the burning zeal of 
some of your parishioners 
may make YOUR life uncom- 
fortable, add too many new 
burdens and “works” to your 
future ministry, or that it 
will lead you, by sheer weight 
of example, into new spirit- 
ual paths that YOU may not 
be ready to travel]? 

What They Want 

DON’T BE AFRAID. All 
these Lay Apostles want is 
your understanding, sym- 
pathy, and your consent and 
directions to and in such 
weapons of the Lay Aposto: 
late as have become an 
acknowledged part of its 
workings . . . study clubs, 
organizations of corporal and 
spiritual works of mercy, 
Catholic lending libraries, 
the publishing of newspapers 
and magazines that deal with 
the needs, goals, and ways 
of the Lay Apostolate, and 
such auxiliary works for 
‘souls as the cooperative 
movement and credit unions. 

No. The Lay Apostle 








wants only to RESTORE 
THE WORLD TO CHRIST, 
by being your feet, your eyes, 
your ears; and by bringing 
to you those who have lost 
their way those with 
whom, incidentally, he is in 
closer contact, through his 
daily life, than you can ever 
be. He wants to bring these 
lost ones to you because he 
knows that YOU ALONE 
HOLD THE KEYS OF OUR 
FATHER’S HOUSE. His 
fundamental desire, in fact 
his only one, (for all the rest 
is added to it) is to become 
a saint, as every Catholic 
should, and thus fulfill his 
eternal destiny. He wants to 
preach the Gospel, as a lay 
person should, by LIVING 
IT TO THE FULL... BY 
INTEGRATING INTO HIS 
DAILY LIFE ALL ITS SHIN- 
ING PRINCIPLES AND 
COMMANDS and he 
wants to do it, as he should, 
with YOUR help, and under 
YOUR direction! 

Give him that help, that 
direction. Give them to him 
| without fears, without un- 
founded suspicions. For in 
him you have your most loyal 
and obedient servant and 
supporter, your spearhead in 
all the works of the parish. 

BANISH ALL FEAR OF 
THE LAITY FROM YOUR 
SOUL, DEAR FRIEND .. 
IN GOD’S NAME ...DO... 
FOR IF YOU GIVt IN TO 
M 4k (tae 1 iw GOD 
HIMSELF WILL H JLD YOU 
RESPONSIBLE ... FOR DE- 
LAYING ... OR DESTROY- 
ING THIS OR THAT POR- 
TION OF THE LAY APOS- 
TOLATE OF CATHOLIC 
ACTION ... WHICH HE SO 
DEFINITELY WANTS TO 
TAKE ROOT IN OUR 
DANGEROUS CENTURY .. 
AND FOR WHICH DIREC- 
TIONS COME SO OFTEN, 
AND WITH SUCH WARM 
EXPRESSION, FROM THE 
VERY HEART OF CHRIST- 
ENDOM ... ROME, AND 
THE HOLY PONTIFFS. 








One heart and one soul 
AMONG THE LONELY 


| (Continued from Page One) 


able obstacles to the work I 
am commissioned to per- 
form. 

A tinker’s dam is about all 
any leader of adults is worth, 
who is not himself a youth 
at heart. Certain character- 
istics of childhood and youth, 
when lost in adulthood re- 
duce life to a monotonous, 
stodgy routine. I figure that 
one would be better off this 
earth (If God wished to take 
him) or at least stuffed like 
a bird, or waxed over like a 
mummy and stuck in a 
niche, if old age is allowed 
to petrify his spirit. 














No 
There isn’t any fun in 
living if the romantic touch 
is gone, the element of sur- 
prise missing, or curiosity 
absent. There is then no 
more zest for trying or learn- 
ing; no longer an exultation 
in anticipating things. 
When we no longer have 
the feeling that it is fine to 
run risks, work hard or show 
interest in movements for 
the common good—when we 
are too old, too discreet, or 
too wise to venture into un- 
certain things, or at least 
the untried — we may be 
assured that the disease of 
senility has struck our spirit. 
Don’t Get Too Old 


When I grow too old to 
dream, ‘I would not wish to 
wander any more amongst 
these lonely hills. My useful 
days would be over. A cave, 
a niche, or a hole to stay the 
wind, is where you then may 
set me up. 

It is the element of youth- 
ful curiosity, trying the un- 
tried, dreaming of things to 
accomplish, that buoys one 
up, when following the lum- 
berjack’s footprints on the 
trail of the lonesome pine. 
One is able to brave severe 
cold, fatigue, and discomfort, 
for the good he is able to do 


Romance—No Fun 


-|and the fun he gets out. of it. 





HAVE YOU | 
HEARD THIS? , 


By Paul Harris 4 








My whole strength lies in 
prayer and sacrifice; these 
are my invincible weapons: 
and experience has taught 
me that the heart (of others) 
is won by them rather than 
by words.—St. Therese of the 
Child Jesus. 

It is not given to all to 
preach and to perform great 
works, but who is there that 
is incapable of prayer, of 
humility, and of love? — St. 
Augustine. 


The Least. Rates First 


The least act of pure love 
is of more value to the 
Church than all other works 
together.—St. John of the 
Cross. 


I believe the devil is ex- 


‘|ceedingly afraid of learning, 


provided it be accompanied 
with humility and _ other 
virtues, for he knows he will 
be discovered and suffer loss. 
—St. Theresa of Avila. 


RICHES—Dearly beloved: 
the sermon to-day will be on 
the topic of dollar chasing. 
The text is taken from the 
first verse of the first chap- 
ter of the Gospel of common 


_; sense which reads as follows: 


“what does it profit a man 
if he gain the whole world 
and lose his soul?”—Anon. 


When we get to Heaven 
and see all the happiness 
which is to be ours forever 
we shall wonder why we 
wanted to remain one day 
on earth.—Cure D’Ars. 


We shall not wake up in 
Heaven wondering how on 
earth we got there.—Bruce 
Marshall. 

Every time I pass a Church 

I go in and make a visit 

So that when they carry 

me in 

God won’t say, “who is it?” 

—Anon 


Take The Count 


Before you flare up at 
anyone’s faults—take time 
out to count ten—ten of your 
own.—The Sign. 





Blessed Martin 
Scores Twice 


By A Seminarian 











While home on vacation 
last September I became 
acquainted with _ Blessed 
Martin through a very good 
friend of his — Tony Con- 
stable. Tony’s glowing des- 
criptions of the many results 
of Martin’s all-embracing 
charity, and the quiet yet 
marvelous way that it 
ordered Tony’s own life were 
more than enough to draw 
me to Martin. Unlike the 
accounts of many _ saints’ 
lives, that of Martin was 
living and dynamic for I was 
actually seeing it through 
the eyes of one who knows 
Martin and lives with him at 
all times. At the end of my 
vacation I returned to school 
with a new friend in heaven 
in whom I had much con- 
fidence. Nor was this con- 
fidence in Brother Martin 
misplaced. 

After six weeks of school 
had elapsed I found myself 
in a quandary. I badly need- 
ed spiritual direction, yet 
strangely enough it was 
advice which no one in the 
seminary could give me — 
not even my confessor. So I 
turned to Martin for help: 
he knew what was troubling 
me, and I was sure he would 
help. 

Following Tony’s advice I 
took out the small novena 


*|booklet and went to work. 


Sure enough, a day after I 
finished the nine-day prayer 
Martin’s answer came. I re- 
ceived a letter from a very 
wise priest-friend of mine 
containing full instructions 
on everything that had 
troubled me. In it my every 
problem was _ beautifully 
solved, and at the same time 
firm, precise instructions 
charted my course for the 
future! 
An Eye Opener 


A day or two later I re- 
ceived a letter from a Jewish 
boy who had shown interest 
in the Church but who had 
not written to me for several 
months. He wrote that after 
these several months of de- 
liberation he was at last 
ready earnestly to dig into 
the Faith; he also wanted 
to visit me and had named 
the date. 

Overjoyed at this, I drop- 
ped him an invitation and 
made another novena to 
Martin for a favorable and 
fruitful visit with this boy. 
Again quietly but powerfully 
Blessed Martin went to bat 
for me. The boy arrived as 
my novena ended in spite of 
very foul, foggy, rainy weath- 
er which might easily have 
frightened off a less well- 
cared-for soul. To my added 
joy the lad, hitherto only 
vaguely interested, was very 
enthusiastic about the Faith 
—much more so than ever 
before. 

'N’ That A’int All 


We spent several very 
profitable hours in which 
Martin’s prayers did very 
much to open those eyes, as 
yet unlighted with the 
brightness of divine Faith. 
He eagerly accepted the in- 
structional books I offered 


would really read and use 
them. 

As he climbed onto the bus 
and was being whisked off, 
I waved to him and then 
went into the chapel to thank 
Martin ‘for his wonderful 
assistance. Again, in his own 
humble, unobtrusive manner 
Martin had set another soul 
on the. eternal road which 
leads to God. 








him and assured me that he . 
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Tony and Martin’ 


By Anthony Constable 





The street-car makes a 
sharp loop in North Edmon- 
ton, before it can hit back 
for town. It leans way over 
and screaks, groans and 
grinds as if to tear itself 
apart. The noise is most 
annoying but this evening 
it bothered me none, in fact, 
it was music to my ears, as 
my heart was gay. 

I was still in the peace of 
a monastery garden with a 
Franciscan Father who was 
born of non-Catholic par- 
ents, raised to detest every- 
thing Catholic, yet, by the 
good example of a Catholic 
playmate, had found favor 
with God. I thought of 
the vast number of con- 
verts that would be made if 
400 million Catholics really 
and truly lived their Faith— 
why! all our churches would 
not be sufficient to take 
care of them. 

A Sudden Stop 

The loop completed, the 
car then straightens itself 
with great effort and dashes 
madly, somewhat like a 
roller-coaster, down 66th 
street until it comes to 118th 
avenue which leads straight 
to the airbase gate. We had 
just passed the “Old Fort 
Trail,” when a_ blinding 
flash made me sit, up with a 
jerk! The car’s lights went 
out and we rolled to a sud- 
den stop. I was alone in the 
car, save for the conductor, 
who turned and with a 
smile said, “The trolley pole 
came off the line,” then 
went to replace it. 

He didn’t return, so I went 
to investigate, and beheld 
another street-car about a 
hundred feet away. It too 
was standing still and a 
crowd had formed all a- 
round. As I made my way 
through the milling crowd, 
I looked upon a_ ghastly 
sight; jammed between the 
cowcatcher and the front 
wheels was a lad of 15 or 16 
rolled-up into a mass of 
clothes and bleeding flesh. 

Phone for Aid 


The youth had run up 
behind our car, as we had 
slowed for a crossing, yanked 
the trolley-pole, then made a 
dash for the other side of 
the street and now, what 
seemed to all a lifeless heap, 


lay crushed, the victim of]: - 


his own prank. The car 
couldn’t be moved forward 
or backward without doing 
more damage, so the con- 
ductors, unable to free the 
lad, had gone to phone for 
assistance. 

‘ Blessed Martin, who 
had been riding with me, 
couldn’t be too far away, 
so I made the. sign of the 
Cross and asked him, in the 
name of the most Blessed 
Trinity, and of the blessed 
Virgin Mary, to free the poor 
youngster even it it was 
necessary to lift the car. I 
didn’t see the car move, my 
eyes were fixed upon the 
still form, but a _ groan 


itwelve months... 


assured me that my prayer 
was heard. 
Soon, he began to stir. 
“Let’s get him out,” I said 
to a Canadian soldier stand- 
ing by. 

Amazing Sight 

We were amazed! The 
seemingly broken body slid 
cut with very little effort on 
our part. Gently, we placed 
him on a board and as we 
carried him to a _ nearby 
store, I kept saying over and 
over, ‘Martin help him.” 

“T guess I lost some teeth,” 
the boy grinned at us as 
he pointed to an ugly hole 
close to his mouth. 

The ambulance came and 
took him away, and I re- 
turned to’ camp. 

On my way to ‘Saint 
Francis, the following day, 
I asked a conductor conf- 
cerning the boy’s con- 
dition. “We just can’t un- 
derstand it,” he remarked, 
“that boy -.was_ actually 
crushed by the weight of the 
car, yet he is holding his 
own.” 

Three days later he was 
back on his feet, so I was 
told. 
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CALLING 
ALL FRIENDS 


Did you know that. 1,| 
Catherine Doherty, always 
dream dreams? That. is my 
trouble... always has been. 
I dream of how to extend 
God’s Kingdom . . . how to 
restore this portion, or that, 
of our world, to Christ. The 
strangest thing about those 
dreams of mine is that so 
many of them come true. 
Like Friendship House, for 
instance. Like Restoration, 
our little paper. 

Well... just now, I have 
another dream. That of 
reaching FIVE THOUSAND 
SUBSCRIBERS FOR THAT 
SAME LITTLE PAPER. We 
have only 1800... . THAT 
MEANS 3200’TO GO! 

Seemingly an almost im- 
possible dream .. . and yet 
is it? Now if each of our 
readers ... secured ONE OR 
TWO SUBSCRIPTIONS in 
this New Year of 1950... we 
would be closer to our goal 
. oh so much closer! 
If...our many young 
friends in Colleges and High 
Schools, and their saintly 
teachers took for FEBRU- 
ARY ... THE CATHOLIC. 
PRESS MONTH .. . the get- 
ting of subscriptions for 


wwe we es 





he 


RESTORATION as their 
Catholic Action project of 
the month ,.. Whisht... 


we wouid reach FIVE 
THOUSAND in no time... 
no time at all... at all. 

It costs only a dollar for 
a tiny 
little dollar. And another 





'PLEASE. 


dream would come true .,.. 





Mary Doyle— | 


Her Paradise 
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And when He drew .near, 
seeing the cify He wept over 
it saying: “If thou also hadst 
known, and that in this thy 
day, the things that are to 
thy peace; but now they are 
hidden from thy eyes.” 

In the’ peace and beauty 
of Combermere and Mada- 
waska these heartrending 
words of the Master kept 
coming back to me like a 
sad refrain. For if our Lord 
wept then He must surely 
weep now, over the godless- 


ness of the public schools of 
our fair young land. 




















IMMACULATE 
CONCEPTION 


Down With Decalogue 
Comparatively speaking, 
immense public ‘funds are 
lavished yearly on teaching 
tens of thousands of children 
anything and everything but 
the love and fear of God and 


the sublime Truths of Chris-; 


tianity, On the pretext of 
being neutral, .the’ public 
educational authorities are 
ruthless with any foolhardy 
individual who dares to 
teach; in the interest of good 
citizenship, the Decalogue as 
the basis of law and order. ’ 

Of -course this idea of the 
moral law is the backbone of 
our Christian Democracy, 
but in this day and age it is 
particularly offensive to a 
small minority of commun- 
ists., Because this sensitive 
and ever-increasing group is 
Qpenly militant it well be- 
hooves’ these educational 
authorities to find it ‘conven- 
ient to dismiss or demote 
such a simple pedagogue, 
depending on a little ingen- 
uity on her part, and the 
help that can be mustered 
on short notice from the Holy 
Ghost. And thereby my 
friend hangs a tale. But more 
of this later. 


Power vs. God 
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Now to begin with don’tlcals can be found.in SOCIAL 


get me all wrong.-Things are 
such, not because these- au- 
thorities have any personal 
objections to the propaga- 
tion of the ten command- 
ments of God. Heaven forbid! 
They love the prestige their 
power-wielding jobs _ bring 
them better. This is the crux 
of the anti Christian spirit} 
in our public schools to-day. | 
When the many more who 
believe in God become as 
articulate and as effective a 
pressure group, said author- 
ities will obligingly act ac- 
cordingly — for their job’s 
sake. - 

It’s high time we teachers, 
as professionally-trained in- 
tellectual leaders, accept our 
responsibilities and face the 
fact that there’s a cold war 
going on in our midst; that 
by our silence and inertia | 
we are contributing to the 
forces of evil. To-day as never 
before in the bitter clash of 
the ideologies we are each a 
part — there is no neutral. 
“He who is not with me is 
against me.” 

The Devil of It 

Then what of those _ in- 
dividuals who like myself 
have been,so long a part of 
the great public ‘school sys-} 
tem and its diabolically pre-° 
mediated materialism? How 
can we possibly, while on the 
job as entrusted public serv- 
ants, in such..an environ- 
ment, effectively bear witness 
to Christ? 

The impact - of these 
thoughts struck me again 
and again in St: Matthew’s 
Church on the Madawaska 
at the foot of the Lauren-| 
tians one beautiful August 
day. 

There,.just as it should be, 
stood the school, the hand- 
maid of the Church of God—| 
a veritable little gem, a 
model rural school — the 
finest, bar none — in the 
Dominion. Beautifully pro-'! 
portioned, well finished, well; 
furnished, it beckoned from 
the frontiers of rural Canada. 
Here at last was everything 
—the opportunity: of a life- 
time—a teacher’s paradise. 

It beckoned to me, in vain 
—but not forever in'vain 1| 
hope. I still am hoping for 
that paradise, that eacher’s| 
paradise on earth. And may- 
be next September — who 
can say? 


THE B’S CORNER 

















(Continued from Page Two) 

8. Non Abbiamo Bisegno — 
Defense of Catholic Action 

9. Nova Impendet — Depres- 
sion, Unemployment, Arm- 
ament. ‘ 

10. Caritate Christi Compulsi 
—Sacred Heart and the 
World in Distress. 

11. Mit Bronnender Serge — 
Position of.the Church in 
Germany. 

12.. Divini Redempteris — 
Atheistic Communism. 

13. Ad Catholici Sacerdetii— 
The.Catholic Priesthood. 
POPE PIUS XII 
1. The Mystical Body’ of 

Christ. 2 ite 

2. The Liturgy. 

Most of the above encycli- 





WELL SPRINGS by Husslein, 

S. J., published by Bruce. 

BOOKS GENERAL ON ABOVE 
SUBJECTS 

Bolshevism — Theory and 
Practice. 

Capitalism Explained—T. E. 
Wiley, Cath. Lit. Guild 
Press. 

Catholicism, Protestantism 
and Capitalism — A. Fan- 
fani, Sheed & Ward. 

Christian Crisis — De La Be- 
doyere, MacMillan Co. 

Christian Social Reconstruc- 
tion—Dom Virgil Michael, 
Bruce. 

Christianity and Democracy 
Jacques Maritain, C. Scri- 
bners. 

Communism and _  Anti- 
Religion — J. DeBivert de 
la Saude, BOW. 


Communism and Man — F. . 


Sheed, Sheed & Ward. 
Communism and the Con- 
science of the West—Msvr. 
Sheen, Bobbe Merrill. 
Crisis in the West — Pete. 
Wurst, Sheed & Ward. 
Democratic Despotism — R. 
Desvernine, Dodd Mead Co. 
The End of Our Times — M. 
Berdyaev, Sheed & Ward. 
The Judgment of the Nations 
—Christopher Dawson, 
Sheed & Ward. 
The Meaning of Socialism-— 


‘J. Bruce Glasier, W. Lab- ° 


our Press. 
The Modern Dilemma — C., 
Daw-on, Sheed & Ward. 
Religion and the Modern 
State — C. Dawson, Sheed 
& Ward. 


Progress and Religion — C.. 


Dawson, Sheed & Ward. 
The Rights of Man — J. 
Maritain, Shede & Ward. 
The Russian Revolution — 
Berdyaev, Sheed & Ward. 
FRIENDSHIP HOUSE 
Friendship House — Cather- 
ine de Hueck, Sheed & 
Ward. 
Staff Worker of Friendship 
House, Pamphlet. 

Other F.H. pamphlets. 
CATHOLIC INTERRACIALIST 
and RESTORATION 
. UNewspapers) 
MARRIAGE 

Popes’ Encyclicals. 

The Art of Happy Marriage 
James Magner, Bruce. 

Laws of Life — Sutherland, 
Sheed & Ward. 

Marriage — von Hildebrand, 
Longmans Green & Co. 
Marriage, a Great Mystery— 

Abbe R. Kothen. 
Morals and Marriage—T. C. 


Wayne, Longmans, Green 


& Co. 

The Sacred Bond — Rev. E. 
Schnieder, Kennedy & 
Sons. 


So! You Want to Get Mar- 
ried — D. Grant, Bruce. 
EASTER CHURCHES 
The Christian Churches of 

the East — D. Atwater, 
Bruce (2 vols.). 
MISCELLANEOUS 
The Soul of the Apostolate— 


Dom Chautard, Kennedy » 


& Sons 

The Mystery of Iniquity -- 
Paul Hanley Furfey. 

Fire on Earth — Paul Hanley 
Furfey. 

Three Theories of Society —. 
Paul Hanley Furfey. 

Dear Bishop — Catherine de 
Hueck, Sheed & Ward. 

Easy Essays—Peter Maurin. 
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